SUNDAY MORNINGS

new consciousness" of which impregnates the
mind of contemporary society. At moments she
appears to hail our chaos of conviction anc
practice as a release from ancestral fetters. Al
others she appears to glimpse the fact that
although doubtless inevitable, it is a misfortune,
She compares one contemporary to Rousseau, the
muddled, the dissatisfied, the subversive egoist:
but we are surrounded by little Rousseaus. And
she suddenly surprises us by hoping, after the
most serious laudatory examination of all sorts oi
lopsided people, that our literature may get back
to " that sane, full-blooded, generous, humorous
outlook we have had in the past in Chaucer and
Fielding." I should like to hear Fielding on those
men of genius, Mr. Lawreiice and Mr. Joyce;
their inferiors with similar proclivities he could
hardly have borne to read, unless compelled to, in
the course of his duties as a Bow-street magistrate.
We are at present in an unfortunate condition.
Most of the novelists with minds do not wish to
delight and exalt us, and refuse to concern
themselves with careful art; and most of those
who attempt to give us enjoyment have no minds
and are incapable of good writing. There is a
plague of story-tellers without stories, satirists
without wit, moralists without morals, scientists
without science, reformers without history, stylists
without grammar, and evangelists without love;
and they all call themselves artists,

Miss Drew's is an extremely intelligent book.
It is also amusing. Miss Drew writes clearly and
vivaciously, and scatters phrases all the way, as
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